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pipes hung from the eaves, the shutters were hanging awry,
half off their hinges, the wind tore with a whistle through
the shattered windows, while the sour, mouldy smell of-a
place long uninhabited came from the rooms.
The eastern corner of the house, together with the porch,
had been demolished by a shell from a three-inch gun. Th&
crown of a maple bowled over by the shell was thrust into
the broken Venetian window of the corridor. So it had been
left lying, its butt buried in a heap of bricks torn up from
the foundations. Along its faded branches a wild hop was
already crawling and twining exuberantly; whimsically
overgrowing the panes still left whole, it reached up to the
cornice.
Time and weather had done their work. The yard
buildings had rotted, and looked as though solicitous
human hands had not touched them for many a year. The
stone wall of the stable had fallen, washed down by the
spring rains; a storm had torn off the roof of the coach-
house, and only here and there were handfuls of half-rotten
straw left on the spectrally bleached rafters and
crossbeams.
Three savage Borzois were lying on the steps of the
servants1 quarters. Seeing human beings, they jumped up
and, barking hoarsely, vanished into the porch.  Gregor
rode up to the wide open window of the servants' wing,
bent across from his saddle, and called:
" Is there any living soul here ? "
There was a long silence, but at last a woman's strained
voice answered *
" Wait a bit, for the love of Christ! I'll be out in a~
minute/'
Shuffling along on bare feet, the aged Lukeria came
to the steps. Screwing up her eyes to keep out the
sunlight, she stood gazing long at Gregor.
" Don't you know me, auntie Lukeria ? " Gregor asked
as he dismotinted.
Only then did a tremor pass over Lukeria's pockmarked
face, and the look of dull indifference gave place to one of
terrible agitation. She burst into tears, and for a long time
could not utter a word. Gregor tethered his horse, and^
waited patiently.
" The things I've suffered! God grant that I may never